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1 . 


was eclipsed by time, hedge of a room, 
skin meeting air. i listen to nana's voice- 
face down, naked, having jumped on the bed. 
i suddenly know my age. it is the age 
that memories begin from, and there was a time 
when i woke up in the day, light upon the room, 
stretched out crib- i felt that things began that day. 
was that before or after i turned three? no matter, 
i wondered what was the beating of a beanbag 
when my ear pressed up against the pillow- 
later found out it was my heart. 

the distant willows are cut from my memory 

but i went one awkward day to the town in the mountains 

where those first moments happened- 

it looked more vivid then i remembered, 

actually, everything is beautifully hollowed out 

in this country, especially the country, all will fall, 

shit will collect in my diaper, but such an array of sky and 

land is here in one life's room, it can't be replaced, 

and i wouldn't want it to be. listen- memories like these are 

many among many- but cutting through 

moments is a Supreme Will, a Supreme Voice. 

and this matters because it was planted 

in part by me. i couldn't bring myself to shit 

in my pull-ups nor in the toilet, so they had 

to force it out of me. shitting at inopportune moments then, 

renegade dump even when photos were taken. 

i didn't want whatever school was. 
i pictured it like the dmv, though i wouldn't 
have known what that was either, i went. 
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and it was a collection of things like home was 
but with much different rules, i was still shitting 
in places other than the toilet, i made friends- 
two in particular, on fateful days on the playground. 

joe and i excavated things under the slide 

and then became best friends throughout 

grade school, i can't remember what game or conversation 

i had with mariko the first day we became friends- 

she was to become my "girlfriend" 

and later when I was 311 tracked her down 

in the big city- we used to play in the sandbox 

and now we were sipping chai and talking 

continental philosophy but smiling at each other 

in the same way knowingly, what a strange life this is. 

i dragged along through the days, thermos 

and all. didn't like to eat what they offered, 

didn't know i didn't listen, moments stick up 

out of the range of time- usually of being reprimanded 

or the gym teacher playing beach boys and chordettes 

music while we ran laps, that was fun. i am slow and strong, 

i am a computer that no one can name. 

and so i could either go to special ed 

or gifted, even though they tried to segregate 

kids racially as best they could, i feel with my 

flapping arms the vibrancy of an old 

building- 

throughout the span of those six years 
i malformed and became the snail 
i am today- robust though, bending down 
into the ears of space. Adonai Eloheinu 
Adonai Echad, bless this mess. 



2 . 


Reframe it if you will: 
these tables of willed dents, 
or songs, stories, at gunpoint. 

Tell it like it is: wilted, expansive. 

I could see myself growing and everything evaded 
my body. I froze up. I spooked myself into autopilot. 
At 24, just on the cusp of shoring up 
my inner constitution. I drove up to Vermont 
with a brokenness that everyone wanted to be gone. 

Reframe, rename: did they really think that? 

Therapists send clues through the malleable air. 

What a strange place to be in, 

swallowed by the beauty 

of Lake Champlain, curled up 

in a breakthrough that couldn't 

locate itself. So, wreckage. 

Humiliation. Wood floorboards held me 
up in a weird posture. Safety reined somehow- 
even though there were meth dealers across from 
the house. I wasn't there for too long. 

What are these side streets? 

Can I forgive myself for walking them? 

I still look at power lines and trees 
with the intent that can't be vocalized- 
quick cowlick, orange progression. 

I would yell at people if they got too close. 

I was once told I was unemployable 
by someone who had just dry humped me. 

The summer fried me as usual. And the winter, 
it found me here, again. 
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closed into the web that I saw had promise. 

I didn't want to be interrupted- 
I just wanted to build castles in the air. 

The real world calls 

in a way that is not defined by convention- 
you will not be cut off from your people, no, 
but something calls you again and again. 

I could not even talk then, though. 

Things were getting quiet. 

Sores healed in odd ways. Carry on, 
frail bird. 



3. 


Would have could have should 
have had sex. I mean, it would be a casual 
affair if my self-fucks with the Fleshlight 
tell the truth. A friendly ride, a side-cart 
to the everlasting life. I think it's special 
to have the hardness of one's penis 
as a conduit for someone else's joy. 

But meanwhile, all the flowers are 
blooming nonetheless. In a nostalgic 
tunnel but a vignette of no story, 
forever a lovely fragrance. 

Lovely fragrance, it is 

the Angel of Light- we walked the fields 

by the old farm. Such quarters were said to be haunted. 

I felt wistful in a way that carried my steps; 

these were days of affect and epistolary 

disjunction. We walked in the twilight, 

and my future roommate laughed as I sang 

"while you were calculating tears, 

my head expired"- Sunlandic Twins 

had just come out and I don't know why 

I knew I was to be drawn to it. All I know 

was I saw the change. 

Later Jaye Bartell would ask me if 
I noticed a tidal shift in that subsequent 
summer of 2005. We had both made 
long sojourns and had felt a distinct 
difference, deep within. Things were escalating 
for my current roommate at the end of our first year 
of college- him and his girlfriend were 
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breaking up and there was chocolate 
psilocybin in the fridge. I took little bits and pieces 
of bites for the next month- afraid of the going big 
as opposed to the going home. 

Some immense storm 

of sadness stuck to me 

in the heat of those days- 

a circumcised soul 

that had previously deceived itself 

into thinking it could keep 

an enthusiasm going. 

I wanted love then, 

and the canyon stood bright. 

Some weight of non-information 
held everything down- 

was it that they took me off Adderall 
for a month because I needed an EKG? 

Or was it just the shocking downturn 
that going home would provide full force? 

A KFC was opening up on the corner of Alps 
and Broad with a help wanted sign and 
I had a flash of feeling like I should be doing that 
instead of exploiting my inheritance. I 
may have been right- no plaster could peel 
until I made that step into working 
at a fast food restaurant. And it would take 
ten more years to be able to make that step. 

Oh well. Safe to assume 
that the raindrops built 

the embassy of Christ. I am the hairy Ophelia, 

I am your Brian Krakow. I walk everywhere 
even though it dehydrates. The exhaust from 



cars does not deter me. In the night, 

the darkness was fresh at first. For one meteor 

there is another still yet to be born- 

and it felt like the heart was peeling itself, 

shit hitting the fan. Fading in and out of my sight, 

as the days and weeks slowly climb. 
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4. 


You. You, how could I not write 
about you? The wisdom of the ancients 
would weigh in and say I could have 
found an in. But I slipped in and out of the 
rose garden, and the years 
went on. This distance 
pains me to think of, but I can't 
do much to rectify the wind's end. 

I think you were in the same boat, 
so close to this vision- 
but alas, the raking, the plowing 
does rise again with the sun. 

Maybe in stardust 

we'll fit like puzzle pieces 

even if not attached to each other. 

The wheel emerges, so slowly 
but forthrightly. Wherever 
you go, I wish you the carrying 
of yourself. 

And the ash falls, 
indiscreetly at twilight. 

So much for the undertow, 
the slick narrative of cinema. 

But in our hands the golden wand, 

the metal detector used amongst 

tall buildings. Which you use 

to organize and I use for- 

what? Only the bending, but 

some sort of tuning at the same time. Lanes 

are endless. And so is the chance 

at finding a way to connect. 



So let it be, like we always have- 
as the morning star is uncovered. 


Just sitting across from someone 
is enough. An orange in the midst of itself. 
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5. 


Bob Dylan sings on the stereo, 

"just allow me one more chance." 

That year was all false starts- 
Obama got elected and bailed 
out all the banks. And weary 
remnants from the whole of history 
were still in view-1 focused on them 
to be contrary The abandoned 
shops, the whistle of debris 
that could never be completely 
commodified. 

I imagined everything 
as a Benjaminian monad, 
solely to lean into 
the intersection 
of service and jouissance. 

I couldn't decide worth a damn. Why would 
I want to? But pain blocked me 
from carrying on in a correct way. 

So the skeleton remained, 
but something got broken. 

The first guess always was 
second guessed 

so to other people it looked like 

the second guess. And I would be 

afraid to commit to anything in the years following, 

though I tried and tried again. 

Eventually this had a diagnosis, 

but I was wary of such things at the time. 

Still- the sweetness grew as I wanted it to- 



rosy newness proclaimed to be a theme 
for the times. Big undulation of praise 
even in this economy. The call of the past, 
what we once were. And I thought I could find 
a certainty in that relative innocence. 

But you can't. You drive through 
the same streets and you have to move. 

Best to look into the pages of welcome mats, 
and lean in where you left off. In here or there. I 
stuttered for so long, but rest assured, 
the hill I stand on now makes me proud. 
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6 . 


Who are you that stalks 
the night- cold touch, 
glistening arch. 

Who is speaking in the rain? 
Only our bits of pain, 
in genetic muscle. 

Frailness walks the globe. 
Parched voices, they 
rise in the central street. 

Whether on 1-25, 
or North Street, 
or Beacham Drive, 

all the power is replicated 
in a flash. God, or capitalism, 
or Mind, Ego, 


talking in the recorded air. 



7. 


I just wanted to fit in with the crowd. 

Laser tag: sequence of tense clashes. 

But the whistle of fun, funniness: 
climbing the pole. I was another 
among others who were not the same 
but I could not be the same as the others 
who were not the same but acted as such- 
in with the fold, but dangling by a hair. 

I am a demiboy born under Ronald Reagan. 

What is there to lose? 

But you are the war hero, 

and even though I want to show it, 

I am too. Every day I strain 
my nervous system or some kind of 
system of muscles at every moment, 
just to get to the next instance. I don't 
know what to call this but Kate, my therapist, 

says it's a thing. I am finishing up my bachelor's 
at the age of 33 and my classmates would say 
"it's a big mood." But maybe it's not shared. 

After all, it didn't really start until I was around 23 
or 24. Everyone is free to explore in certain quarters- 
before this past couple years, would I even 
want a girldick deepthroating me? 

I have only desired this in theory. Natalie Wynn 
makes the world go round. 
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8 . 


Eve Sedgwick says that Henry James' 
sentence structures are disjunctive in a way 
that fingering an ass is disjunctive. 

I take this to mean that when you put your finger in 
you eventually hit a wall but then realize you have 
to go upwards. But there's a sweet spot 
at the opening of the hole, just like 
language itself is full of nerve endings. 

But then there are the forcible wanderings 
that get caught in the mix¬ 
like that time I had to wake my grandfather up 
in the middle of the night just to tell him that all of a sudden 
I was flying back across the country. That was such a strange 
day week, set of months- now I know that it's 
in a forgivable infrastructure- but holy moly, 
when I walked down the bridge 
to 4th Avenue- one of the first things I saw 
was someone who had more or less just 
committed suicide. And even with 
Jessica to comfort me in the cool night, 
a friend in the midst of this odd land, 

I was destitute-1 couldn't believe I had done this. 

Or there was a time when I 
decided I would gather sand for a performance 
piece from a beach in South Carolina, 
sleepless and too chicken in the end to do it. 

I just parked at the nature center and walked the trail a bit. 

I called a friend who said, 

"sometimes people welcome sand 
and sometimes they don't." 

Also, months before, she said. 



"so many things in this life are arbitrary." 
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9. 


You have to put sugar in your tea 
on your own up north, as many know. 

But a boiling of leaves goes a long way, 

and in the small plot of land in front of the farmhouse 

the tree stands. This is the convergence, 

or the meeting place of what has been brought here. 

Every sky is so big here, 

and a quietude nuzzles me into the web 

of dissolving and building back up. 

Dreams of waking here may guide me, 
at the farmhouse or now the lake house, 
a dull fire that is swallowed to contain 

the most disparate of things. 

No one gets what really makes me 
love this place- or there are glimpses 
but some certainly don't. 

A dash of ancestry reaches my soul's 
nostrils, and strips me of masked layers. 

The masks remain but are stripped 

of their assigned hues. One time I had 
horrible thoughts here and it was fall 
instead of summer. Intrusive thoughts 
that contaminated me. But again, 
this is the imprint, my penance. The best 
things override the worst, and some fossil 
of a touching of cliffs 


is felt on these grounds. 



10 . 


Did I see you in the great expanse- 
back in Olympia, this time on a whim 
that I liked somewhat. Did I see you 
warning me not to do something¬ 
having just read the a page or two 
from the Bhagavad Gita in some used bookstore 
down the street from the apartment I was about to rent. 

In those days some kind of panic struck me 

and I felt like my soul, if there is 

such a thing, could not see where it was- 

whenever incisive strands caught me 

I doubted everything. I thought I heard you though 

warning me, on that bright February day. But I had to 

go through with something. I think you 

emerged from the clouds, 

sparrow of my youth's shelter. Best to see you 

at all, in dreams, 

or in the platitudes that 

soothe me in the space between 

the blinds. Three urns now 

watching over the room, 

poorly lit- best to see you at all, 

though, like months ago, 

when I was sleeping across from the urns 

and in my dream we were standing on some 

outdoor escalator, descending, 

embracing, almost crying. 

It was that moment in a dream 
when a feeling is so visceral 
it steps outside the realms 
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of what one could feel when awake. 

123,1123, how many times 

have I seen that 

on clocks, in other things- 

123 credits, scheduled to receive 

my diploma on the nineteenth anniversary 

of your passing. 

I know there will be a pressure 
to see a sentence fly by 
in whatever air the mid-spring 
has to offer at that point. 



11 . 


David Mack! The Mack Daddy! He 
was like a coffee mug in the midst 
of a bunch of porcelain saucers. I remember the 
time I weaseled my way into going with him 
and his father to what would be my first show 
at Tasty World or anywhere in town. 

Theo Hilton's band Taking Robots to the Prom was playing, 

followed by DJ Klon and his band who performed hits 

such as "Lady Cops is Bitches." I don't think 

he really wanted me there, because him and his dad 

were planning on just having some father-son time, 

and he started, like some stand-up comedian 

but not telling jokes- taking me to task 

for everything from my choice of sneakers 

to my lack of awareness of my environment 

at any given time. 

It always seemed he wanted to lean in 
and rescue me from whatever my apparent 
malady was, even if he did so 
by calling me a retard and a fag. But before that, 
there was some strip of time where we 
were summoning a fountain in halcyon days- 
skipping through the traffic on Baxter 
to get a soda at Above Books. 

There is a tenderness to him that 
even if it got buried over the years 
probably is still there. But alas, 

I haven't spoken to him in years. 

My fault: 

I fear that people will 
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have their past fears for 

my future confirmed 

right before their eyes. But alas, 

this friendship was a gear in the works, 

a mask of a greater inevitability- 

that chatter of presences, souls, 

makes and breaks itself 

at different times 

or sometimes the same time. 
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It's like I might not be 
mistaken were I to say 
these thoughts are action figures 
that might be a worth a bit some day- 

big clumps of produced erasure 
are worthless if there is no 
wingspan or sculpted silence 
and what is left may be porous 
enough to receive 
this so called malady- 

so what do we do? 

Check the signs, 

let go of the ropes when you can 
and free the radicals that are not 
the roots themselves. 
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13 . 


Footfalls echo in the memory. 

But something like a dull pain sears 

the rest of the foot, seeping out of the window 

like it wants to escape, 

but bouncing back into the reaches of the body- 

tethered to plains unsaid, 
the wink is useless, 
power lines are standing erect 
but this is not of any currency 
when the realm of palpitation hits 
the golden frequency- 

all seems lost. 

Lost- what is it 

when we lost her, 

sheltered as we were 

as a unit, forthright- 

she knew she was going to go, 

and in that summer we formed new 

relationships 

in an absence of our matriarch. I remember 
that trip to California- 

going to a museum here and there 

but mainly going to the bookstore every day. 

We would arrive on the tourist trolley- 
the guide proclaiming over and over again 
that "everything in the world was invented in Santa Barbara, 
except for Velveeta Cheese!" 


That time we were in the art museum and 



in the splotched paintings and mixed media 
I could summon up music- 

musique concrete being an apt name. Is it needed, 
this indulgence? Some wouldn't give it any thought. 

I want you to know that you still have time 
to erase the conjecture 

of fatigue, though I am just pining for the silver 

lining. I know what you mean 

when you can't muster energy- 

it's happening to me as the days 

ascend in an arch. Bouts of sticky inertia- 

will they ever end? 

Silence, passive agressive responses 
to our struggles- we will muster 
the account of our effort in the next life. 
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14 . 


I once came up with the idea 

of an erotic drawing that I would title 

"let's go to the aquarium after dinner." 

Two people, both naked, a guy and a girl, 

the guy lying on his back with an empty fish tank 

on his torso, 

the girl squatting down 

and shitting into it. Or there was another 
comic strip about how I wanted, in all honesty, 
to make masturbation babies. 

They would be like cream puffs 
with stick figure legs. And would walk 
instead of using the flat escalators in airports, 
maybe take a job at a parking lot coffee booth. 

The agony, sweet and extreme, 

of a woman whose cunt is being fingered 

to the point of squirting, 

held down at the pelvis, that sound, 

eventually convulsing- 

what is so inherently captivating about the 

sight of this, even in pixelated screen display? 

A push towards an extremity, 
some extra mile in the arboretum 
of such heights. Pain dissolved 
into the imitation of pain, 
a mask over bliss. 

And then there's the thought of you curled up 
upon me, 

being told that "you can tell me anything," 
as the night expands 



and the room nods blankly. I am 
so malformed, seared upon air, 
but I hope you can accept me. 
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15 . 


Lower realms, 

spanning the chambers that tighten 
and loosen- staleness in the air, 
warm return, but cold lines on the hand- 
safe but dangerous. 

All the ages in this house- 
the coals bringing a tame light 
but the hours folding into each other, 
so it goes, since the early days, 
the early years. Used to find a lake 
in the middle of this quandary, 
still do sometimes. 

Ranch house of old 
meat and bone, 
litter on the floor- 

the remnants of what is not past not actually 
happening, nor will happen. 

Stumbling block in the wheel, 
please evade me as I walk the 
staircase into the bed, 
tree of nuisance, 

find the way to be a piece of clay. 

Artifacts in the haven 
that get ignored, solid movements 
just introduced to let the hands pass 
the time. 

Curse it was said, 

a settler of old's spirit on the grounds of this place. 
It was with a shaman I picked out 
colors and presences in the air. 

I don't know what actually happened. 



but it eased my settling into the 
daring, back in the fold. 

Monkey bars in autumn, 
never to be ignored. Follow me 
into the basement, where the turnover 
is fast, and make a memory 
until the moment cools. 
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16 . 


Falling down the rabbit hole 

to a symmetry of edges. The best as I knew it, 

the loaves of bread wafting from 

each corner, and look here- 

vignettes in the town square. 

What was the substance of 
those golden years? Listless 
traveling, neon embraces. 

Seeds of what would be a demon, 

but luminous machinery 

and the shine- the way the sequence 

of everything expanded, 

even if it eventually contracted! 

Such a time, an apex 

of the dance! But we must all 

favor the winter of our time- 

the now, the sirens who sing 

to the day, whichever time of the week. 

Week of a life, not weakened 
in my eyes! 



